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Need Lydia E. Pinkham's

clothes so securely, M could dispose
upon herself the sapphire. How had
she arrived at this consideration? No

course of reasoning led up to It She
was annoyed with herself. If she
wasn't going to wear the ring on her
finger, and show it why did she want

erly forward as ha raised the cover,
hall expecting the blaze of a jewel-cas-

She saw at first only dull shanks
of metal tumbled one upon the other.
But, after a moment's peering, be-

tween them she caught gleams of
veritable light. Her fingers went in
to retrieve a hoop of heavy silver, in Vegetable Compound
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was unable to do any kind of work and
only weighed 118 pounds. Mt troublethrew over all the stage, and the cre-

scendo of the tragedy carried her into
a mood that barred out Ella, barred

to take it with her at all? For rear
it might be lost? Lost in her Jewel
box, in the back of the drawer! She
blushed for herself.
.Through the long afternoon it was

more apparent to her than the faces
of the people around her. She was
restless to get back to it hut people
talked interminably. At the luncheon

time that womenI

out Clara, barred out Harry more
than any; but unaccountably, Kerr
was still with her. He was there by

may expect nature
to oring on them
the Change of Life.

no will of hers, but by some essence
of his own, some quality that linked
him, as it linked her, to the passion

they talked of Kerr. Flora knew these
girls felt a little resentment that she
had so easily captured Harry Cressy;

I got a Dottie or.
Lydia E. Pinkhaa's
Vegetable Com-

pound and it made

the midst of which was sunk a flawed
topaz. She admired a moment the
play" of light over the imperfection.

"But this isn't Chinese," she ob-

jected, turning her surprise on Harry.
"Lots of 'em aren't These men glean

everywhere."
She heard him dreamily. She was

wishing, as she turned over the tum-

ble of damaged jewels, that things so
pretty might have been perfect To
find a perfect thing in thiB place
would be too extraordinary to hope
for. Yet,-taki- ng up the next, and the
next she found herself wishing it
might be this one this cracked in-

taglio. No? Then this blue one
say. The setting spoke nothing for it
It was a plain, thin, round hoop of
palpable brass, and Jhe battered thing
seemed almost too feeble to- hold the
solitary stone. But the stone! She

ate subtleties of life. He seemed to
her the eager spirit that was prompt

for Harry had been more than an
eligible man in the little city. He

At a private view of the Chatworth per-
sonal estate, to be sold at auction, the
Chatworth ring mysteriously disappears.
Harry Cresey, who was present, describes
the ring- to tils fiancee, Flora Gllsey, and
liter chaperon, Mrs. Clara Brltton, as be-
ing like a heathen god, with a beautiful
sapphire set In the head. Flora discov-
ers an unfamiliar mood In. Harry, espe-
cially when the ring Is discussed. She
attends "ladles' night" at the club and
isneets Mr. Kerr, an Englishman. It comes
out that the missing ring has been known
as the Crew idol. Its disappearance re-

calls the exploits o Farrell Wand, an
English thief. Flora has a fancy that
Harry and Kerr are concerned In the
imystery. Kerr tells Flora that he has
met Harry somewhere, but cannot place
him. A reward of 20,000 Is offered for the
areturn of the ring. Harry admits to Flora
that he dislikes Kerr. They make an ap-
pointment to select an engagement ring.

me reel muca oeiw;r,
and I have contin-
ued its use. I amhad been an eligible personage. Not

that he had money; not that his fami I itl '' very grateful to you
for the rood healthly tree was plainly planted in their

midist; but that without these two
things he had achieved what, with

ing and putting forward this comedy
and tragedy playing on before her.
She heard him reasserted, vigorous,
lawless, wandering in the voice of the
mimic strolling player, addressing his
mimic audience. The appeal of the
tenor to the voiceless galleries, "Un-

derneath this little play we show,

these, the people lie knew were ail
striving for. He stood before them
as the embodiment of what they most

I am now enjoying." Mrs. Sabah
LotrsiGNOOT, 414 S. LiYingstou Street.
Erookfleld, Ho.

The Change of Life is the most critl
cal period of a woman's existence, and
neglect of health at this time inrites
disease and pain.

Women eyerywhere should remem-
ber that there is no other remedy
known to medicine that will so suc-

cessfully carry women through this
trying period as Lydia E. Pinkham's

5HAPTER there is another play," seemed indeedbelieved in perfect bodily splendor,
the very voice of Kerr repeating itself.and perfect knowledge of how to get

on in the world; and the fact that helooked it full in the eye, the big, blazIn the middle of the block, sunk a The lights went up with a spring. A

wave of motion flickered over the
house, the talking voices burst forth

ing, blue eye of it She held it to the
light. wouldn't quite be one of them, but

after five years still stood a little of-f-
She felt Harry move behind her. She

made him shine with greater bril all at once, and she saw him, really
saw him for the first time that evenknew he couldn't but be looking at it.

liance, especially in the eyes of these
For how, by all that was marvelous,

girls. It was hard, they seemed to
feel, that such an apparently remote

ing, as in her fancy, part of the au-

dience; as in her fancy, neither ap-

plauding nor dissenting, yet withand difficult person should have suc
had she for a moment doubted it.'
Down to its very heart, which was
near to black, It was clear fire, and
outward towards the facets struck cumbed so easily; and now that a new

luminary of equal luster was appar

vegetaDie i;ompouna, Emtio jxuiu u
tive roots and herbs.

For 80 years it has been curing wo-

men from the worst forms of femalo
ills inflammation, ulceration, dis
placements, fibroid tumors, irregulari-
ties, periodic pains, backache, and
nervous prostration.

If yon would like special advice
about your case writ a confiden-
tial letter to Mrs. Pinkham, at
Lynn, Mass. Her advice is ree
and always helpful

flaming . hyacinth hues with zigzag
white cross-light- s that dazzled - ana
mesmerized.

fllttle back from the fronts of the
'Others, the goldsmith's shop showed
.a single, filmed window; and the pale

ijglow through It proclaimed that the
worker in metals preferred another
aight to the sun's. The threshold was
worn to a hollow that surprised the
foot; and the Interior Into which it

Jled them gloomed so suddenly around
'them after the broad sunlight, that it
--was a moment before they made out
the little man behind the counter, sit-

ting hunched up on a high stool.
"Hullo, Joe," said Harry, in the

same voice that hailed his friends on
the street corners; but the goldsmith
only nodded like a nodding mandarin,
.as if, without looking up, he took
them in and sensed their errand. He
wore a round, blue Chinese cap drawn
over his crown; a pair of strange

(goggles like a mask over his eyes, and
his little body seemed to poise as
lightly on his high stool as a wisp, as

"Harry," she breathed, without tak
ing her gaze from the thing In her

what a difference! He leaned back in
his chair, and leaned his head a little
back, as if, for weariness, he wished
there were a rest behind it; and how
indifferently, how critically, how lev-ell-

he surveyed the fluttered house,
and the figures in the box beside him!
How foreign he appeared to the ardent
spirit who had dominated the dark;
how emptied of the heat of imagina-

tion, how worn, how dry; and even in
his salience, how singularly pathetic!

She felt a lump in her throat, an

hand, "do look at this!
She felt him lean closer. Then with

ent in their sky, Flora felt their re-

marks a little triumphantly aimed at
her.

But between the thread of interest
the table group wove- - together, kept
flashing up her furtive desire to be
away, to be at home,, to see what had
happened to the sapphire. Of course,
she knew that nothing could have hap-

pened; but she wanted to look at It,

to open the casket and see the flash
of It before her eyes.

They were dining early that night
on account of the Bullers' box party,

an abrupt "Let's see It," he took It
from her held it to the light, laid it
6n his palm, looked sharply across
the counter at the shopkeeper, then

ache of the cruelest disappointment,
as though Borne masker, masking as

back at the ring with a long scrutiny.
His face, too, had a flush of excite-
ment.

It Was H,ers! She Did Not Believe It.
but it was nearly eight o'clock before
Flora reached the house. And it was,
of course, for that reason that she ran
upstairs ran wildly, regardlessly, be
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if there were no more flesh in it than
in his long, dry fingers that so

manipulated the metal. Save
for that glitter of gold on his glass it until It is reset," he said. "That

setting isn't gold. It's hardly decent."

the fire of life, had suddenly removed
the coverings of his face and showed
her the burnt-ou-t bones beneath. She
found herself looking at him through
a mist of tears there in the heart of
publicity, in the middle of the circle
of velvet curtains!

He turned and saw her. . She watch-

ed a smile of the frankest pleasure
rising, as it were, to the surface of

his weary preoccupation. Something
had delighted him. Why, it was her

Wataon B.Co1eman,Wafltt.
ington, 1.C. Books tree. High.
a mram Sett multPATENTSYes," she assented; "Clara willjilate, and the grin of a lighted brazier,

;U was dark, discolored and cluttered.
laugh at us."

Over everything was spread a dim

fore the eyes of Shima and along the
hall, her high heels clacking on the
hard floors, and through her beroom
to the dressing room, snatched open
the table drawer, unlocked the casket
with a twitch of the key and, ah, It
was there! It was really real! Why,

She won't If we don't show it to
her until it's fit to appear. In fact, I

"Is it good?" Flora faltered.
"A sapphire," he said, and taking

her third finger by the tip, he slid
on the thin circle of metal.

She breathed high, looking down at-th-

stone with eyes absorbed in the
blue 'fire. It was too beautiful. The
feeling it brought her was too. sharp
for pure pleasure. It was dimly like
fear. Yet instinctively she shut her
hand about the ring. She murmured
out her wonder.

"How in the world did such a thing
come here?"

"Oh, not so strange," Harry answer-

ed. "Sailors now and then pick up
a thing of whose value they have no
idea get hard up, and pawn it still
without any idea. These chaps" and

ness of age like dust. It enveloped
the little man behind the counter, not
with the frailness that belongs to

".human age, but with that weathered,
polished hardness which time brings

saw them now in the back of the shop,
close by the grinning brazier.

The light of it showed what would
have been otherwise dark. It showed
her Harry, straddling, hands in pock-

ets, hat thrust back, a silhouette as
hard as if cast in cold metal. The as-

pect of him, thus, was strange, not
quite unlike himself, but giving her
the feeling that she had never known
how much Harry smoothed over.

Whatever they were arguing about,
she found it hard to go on standing
thus with her back to it, and for so

would rather you wouldn't. As it is
now the thing doesn't represent my
gift to you." " ; self just her being there! And she

could only helplessly blink at him.
Was ever anything so stupid as to be
caught in tears over nothing! He

She felt this was Harry's conven
to antiaues of wood and metal, in
deed, he appeared so like a carved
Idol in a curio shop that Flora was a

what had she expected? She was
laughing at herself.

She was gay in her relief at getting
back to the sapphire, but at the same
time she was already wondering what
she Bhould do about it that night-t- ake

it with her or leave it alone?
Dared she wear it on her finger under

tional streak asserting itself. But
even she had to admit that an engage-
ment ring which was palpably not
gold was rather out of the way.Illttle startled to find that he was look

ing at her.

Opportunity of Suffragist.
Baroness Aletta Korff tells in one

of the magazines how the women of
Finland came to vote. The fact is
that women had to show that they
could meet an emergency before the
vote came to them. They have not
had many opportunities to take the
initiative in the world's history and
they have not always responded when
the opportunity came, but when a
crisis, such as that in 1904, when the
strike and the revolutionary outbreak
in Russia took place at the same time,
occurred, they proved they could
make peace by doing it. . Not until
England and the United States find
the women helping them to bear some
great trouble will they give them the

t right y,nto r

"You'd better keep it a day or two"Harry," she murmured to Dressy,
--who was stirring the contents of a
tfoox with a disdainful forefinger, "this

long, while her expectancy tightened,
and her unreasonable idea that she
did not want the ring, more and more
took hold of her. If he did not want

and look it over and make up your
mind how you want it set, and then

straightened and leaned forward.
"Really," he said, "you must re-

member that little man has only gone
out for a glass of beer."

So he thought it was the tenor who
had brought her to the point of tears.

"Ah, why do you say that?" she pro-

tested.
He continued to smile indulgently

upon her. "Would you really rather

his bold hand indicated the shopkeep-

er "take in anything that is, any-

thing worth their while; and wait,
and wait, and wait until they see just

we'll spring it on them," he advised.kittle man gives me the shivers.

her glove? Clara might notice the
unfamiliar form of the jewel through
the thin kid. Flora watched her curi-

ously across the table that evening,
wondering what was that quality of

But now it was finally on her fin"Old Joe!" Harry smiled indulgent-- to sell it, why not let it go the beau-

tiful thing! vsiv. "He's a aueer customer. Been ger, she did not want to think it
would ever have to be taken oftShe thought she would call Harry

her by which she acquired. Hithertoand suggest it but no. She hesitated. again. believe It true?"
Flora had accepted it as a fact withShe would give them a chance to

finish it themselves. She would count CHAPTER VII.
ten pigtails past the Window first "

the moment and turn it to account.
It might be because Harry's eyes

were so taken with the jewel that his
tongue ran recklessly. He had spoken
low, but Flora sent an anxious glance
to be sure the shopkeeper hadn't over-

heard. She had meant only to
glance,' Dut she found herself staring
into eyes that stared back from the
other side of the counter. That wide,
unwinking scrutiny filled her whole

She turned, and there they were

"I don't know. But I wish you
hadn't thought of the beer."

He brought the glace of his monocle
to bear full upon her. "Why not? It
is all we make sure of."

"Oh, if to be sure is all you want,"
she burst out; "but you don't mean
it! Wouldn't you rather have some-thin-s

beautiful you weren't sure of,

yet They had not moved. The shad-
ow of the gesticulating little China

quite a figurehead in Chinatown for 20

:years. Say, Joe, heap bad!" and with
the back of his hand he flicked the
tray away from him.

The little man undoubted his knees
sand descended the stool. He stood
breast-hig- h behind the counter. He
dropped a lack-luste- r eye to the box.
""Velly nice," he murmured with
vague, falling inflection.

"Oh, rotten!" Harry laughed at him.
"You no like?"
"No. No like. Tou got something

else something nice?"

Slightly Confused.
All of us become confused and all of

us mix our language sometimes, but
the preparation of an old negro
preacher's sermon was the greatest
confusion of metaphors I ever heard.

man danced like a bird on the wall,
and before him Harry glowed, immov
able, but ruddy, as if the hard metal

out question, but now she had a desire
to place it. It was not beauty, for
Clara was pretty, like a polished
Greuze, she Was colorless and flavor-

less, lacking the vivid heat of mag-

netism. More probably it consisted
in a certain sort of sweetness Clara
could produce on occasions, a way she
had of looking and speaking which
Flora could only describe as smooth.

She made up her mind to leave the
sapphire at home; but in her last
moment in her room the resolution
failed. Harry, of course, would be
angry If he knew, but Harry wouldn't
see the thing Under her glove.

She came down to where Clara was

Bays a traveler. When the lengthy diswhereof he was cast was slowly heat
course was nearing Its close and heing through. The thought came to

vision. For an instant she saw noth-

ing but the dance of scintillant pupils.
Then, with a little gasp she clutched
at her companion's arm.

. "Oh. Harry!"
had reached his "Twenty-thir- d and last

A Spell Is Cast.
It was hera! She did not believe it

It had been done too quickly. It
seemed to her she had hardly felt
Harry slip it on her finger before
they had left the shop; that she had
hardly shaken off the musty inclosed
atmosphere, befdre Harry had left her
on the corner of California and Powell
streets left her alone with the ring!

She went over whole dramas im-

aginary histories of chance and cir-

cumstancewoven about the ring, as
she walked up and down the long
windy hills, westward and homeward,
the blue bay on the one hand beaten
green under the rising "trade," and

her then. Harry was Iron! The hard
shade of his profile on the wall, the

than something certain that didn't
matter?"

He nodded to this quite casually, as
if it were an old acquaintance.

"Oh, yes; but the time comes round
when you want to he sure of some-

thing. The sun never sets twice alike
over Mont Pelee; but you can always

"No." It was like a door closed
In the facei of their hope that falling
Inflection, that blank of vacuity that

His glance came quickly round to stiff movement of his lips, the for-

ward (lipnat nf hia hpnrl nn. hifl shoul

ly, brethren," he wound up by the fol-

lowing elaborate figure:
"Everywha, bredren, we see de A-

lmightyall down de untrodden paths
of time, we see de footprints of de
Almighty hand." Human Life.

her. "Why, what's the matter.'"
ders gave Iter another thought. WasShe murmured, "That Chinaman has
Harry also brutal?blue eyes."

What she expected of Harry, a vioHe looked at her with good-nature- a

lent act or a quick relaxation of hiswonder.
"Why, Flora, haven t you blue on

waiting. for her, with the guilty feel-

ing of a child who has concealed a
contraband cake; but the way Clara
looked her over made her conscious
that she had not concealed her

Source of Revelation.
Twenty-seve- n new, crisp $1 bills,

says Harper's Weekly, weigh as much
as a $20 gold piece. Wouldn't have

iron mood, she had not time to consid-
er, for the shopkeeper had moved
He was jerking his head, his thumb

the brain? I believe he has, though,"
he added, as he peered across the
counter at the shopkeeper, whose gaze

settled over his face, and his whole
drooping figure. He seemed to be
only mutely awaiting their departure
to climb back again on his high stool.
But Harry still leaned on the counter
;and grinned ingratiatingly. "Oh, Joe,
.you good flen You got something
pretty maybe?"

The curtain of vacuity parted, just a
crack let through a gleam of Intense
intelligence, r "Maybe." The gold-

smith chuckled deeply, as it Harry
.had unwittingly perpetrated some joke

some particularly clever conjurer's
trick. He sidled out behind the coun

thoueht It. and have no means of

the fog coming in before her. . With
the experience of the morning, and
the exercise and the lively air, her
spirits were riding high. From time
to time she had the greatest longing
to peep again at the sapphire, but not
until the house door had closed after

and finally his arm In the direction of
the long, dim passage such a pointed
direction, such a singular gesture, as

now fluttered under narrowed lids;

get the same brand of lager y

that you had the week before." He
looked at her with a faint amusement.

"No, no! I won't believe you," she
stoutly denied him. "There is mors
in life than you can touch. You're
not like yourself to say there is not."

He laughed, but rather shortly.
"My dear child, forgive me ; I'm sulky

I feel, as I felt at 18, that
the world has treated me badly. I've
lost my luck."

"I'm sorry." Her tone was Bweetly

vague. What could be the matter

proving the assertion, but if so it is
probably owing in some way to the'but why in the world should blue

to startle her with its incongruity.eyes scare you?" His look returned recent activity of the inspectors of
What had that to do with the price of

CHAPTER VIII.

A Spark of Horror.
They found Harry Waiting for them

indulgently to Flora s race. weights and measures.
the ring? And if it had nothing toShe could not explain her reason of her did she dare draw oft her glove

and look. It was still glorious. What
a pity she must take it off!

But even in the refuge of her own

do with the price of the ring, what
had they been talking about? Her in the theater lobby. He had come upfear to him. She only whispered back,

"But he is awful!"
Hie Bad Break.

Whooper humiliated his wife

last night." ,

" V'

too late from Burlingame to do more
than meet the party there. TheBmall Bcruple against knowing what"Oh, I guess not" Harry grinned,

with him? Then, half timidly, sheter, past the grinning brazier, and
shuffled into the back of the shop rooms the ring incircled Flora with

and turned his back to the counter,
Bullers were already in the box, he rallied him. "If you go on like this,unease. The light of it on her finger

"where he opened a door. "only part white. Makes him a little
sharper at a bargain." made her restless. It wasn't that she

Flora had expected a cupboard, but

was going oh behind her was forgot-- 1

ten. Indeed, now she was oblivious of
everything else. She was taking it in
with all her eyes, when Harry turned
and looked at her. And, oddly
enough she thought he looked as

"Oh, the minister read two chapters
from the Acts, and Whoopler went out
between them." Puck.

Then It Happened.

But. in spite of hisithe vista It gave upon was a long, was apprehensive of it, but she could
not forget it She could hear the

I shall have to show you my talis-

man."
. "Oh, have you indeed a talisman?"

he humored her. And it was as if he
said: "Oh, have you a doll?" He did
not even turn his head to look at her.

She was chilled. She felt the disap

Flora saw he was alert, touched with
excitement

'black, incredibly narrow passage, that
rstretched away into gloom with all
the suggestion of distance of a road
;fioing over a harizon, Down this the

"What made you think he would pro- -

unfit) to me?"

maid Marrika moving about In the
room beyond. She slipped it Off her
finger on to the dressing table, and it
lay among her laces like a purple
prism, cast by some unearthly sun in
a magic glass. She had jewels, ru

"Why, when I refused him he saidl

sgid, and the second act of T Pagliac-ci- "

just beginning.
As they came to the door of the box

the lights were down, the curtain up
on a dim stage, and the Chorus still
floating into the root, while the three
occupants of the box were indistin-

guishable figures, risen up and shuf-

fling chairs to the front for Flora and
Clara. It was too dark to distinguish
faces.

But dark as it was, Flora knew
who was sitting behind her. She heard
him speaking. Under the notes of the

.goldsmith went, with his straw slip-

pers clapping on his heels, until his he didn't care what became oi mm,
but perhaps he wasn't serious, f--l

ismall figure merged m the gioom ana
bles even the most precious but Houston Post.presently disappeared altogether, and

"Do you like it, Flora T he said.
"Do you want it?"

"It is the most beautiful thing I
ever saw, but" She could not put it
to him why she shrank from it That
feeling which had touched her at the
first had a little expanded, the sense
of the sapphire's sinister charm. She
faltered out as much as she could ex-

plain. "It's too much for me."
"Oh, I guess not," he said again,

nothing that gave her this sense of in

pointment, that his quick smile had
lightened, return upon her. She hard-

ly noticed the rise of the curtain on
the second little play, and the sing-

ing voices did not reach her with
any poignancy. She was vaguely
aware of movements in the box of

Harrv's coming in, of Clara's . little

only the faint flipper-na- p or ms sup
dividual beauty, of beauty so keen as.pers came back growing more and r

if he wondered how she came
there. ', She saw him return to it
slowly. Then, in a flash, he met her
brilliantly. He came toward her out
of the gloom, holding. the ring before
him, as if with the light of that,, and
the flash of his smile, he was anxious
immediately to oover his deficit I

"I had the very devil of a time get-

ting it," he said, i "The little beggar
didn't want to let me have it" But
there was a subsiding excitement in
his face, and a something In his man-

ner, both triumphant and troubled,
which his explanation did not reason-

ably ac6ount for.

to be disturbing., She emptied hermore distant to' them, and finally g

into silence. In the stillness that Jewel casket in a glittering heap
around it. It shone out unquenched.

followed while they waited they coma
Marrika was coming in, and quickly

This Is a

Good Breakfast!
Tiear each other breathe. and with that he seemed to make an

end of her hesitation She let him Flora swept the jewels and the sap
Then came the flipper-fla-p of the

urnlrismlth's slippers returning. The draw the ring off her hand with a min
.sound snapped their tension, and Har- gled feeling of reluctance and relief.

She saw him turn briskly to the

phire back into the casket, turned the
key upon them and thrust It back In

the far corner of the drawer. She
would give every one a great surprise
when the ring was properly set. She

.ry laughed.
"Harry" she hesitated are you

"Lord knows how far he went to
auite sure it's all right?"

recitative he was speaking to Clara.
The pleasure of finding him here was
sharpened by the surprise.

Then, as the tenor took up the
theme, all talking ceased Ella's
husky whisper, Clara's smoother syl-

lables, and the flat, slow, variable
voice of Kerr the whole house
seemed to sink into stiller repose; the
high chords floated above the heads
of the black pit like colored bubbles,
and Flora forget the sapphire in the
triple spell of the singing, the dark-
ness, and the face she was yet to see.

The stage was a narrow shelf of
wood swung in that void, from which

et it!" ' "Now, Joe, how much you want?"
That much she heard as she turned
away with a fear lest it might, and

"Across the street?" Flora won' glanced nervously over her shoulder
to see if Marrika had noticed her

"All right?" The sudden edge in his
voice made her look at him. "Why,'dered. action. The Russian had been mov

rustle making room for him, of the
shift of Ella's chair away from the
business of listening, toward him, ond
her husky whisper going on with
some prolonged tale of dull escapade;
but to Flora they all made only a
banal background for the brooding si-

lence of her companion.
(TO BIG CONTINUED.)

The Oasis of Love.
The mind's eye shows us love as the

oasis in the Sahara of life; so, to-

gether, two set out to seek the haven
of rest in the great journey. But, as
the travelers approach, their paradise
recedes; in Just such measure as the
pilgrims hasten, their Mecca retreats.
Love is a witching chimera life's
tuost beautiful qptlcal delusion.

it's genuine, if that's what you meana hope that it would be, too much for"Or under it. And It won't be worth
two bits when it get's here." He - It hadn't been, quite; but her meanhim. ing to and fro between the wardrobe

and the dressing table with a droninging was too vague to put into wordsShe lingered: away to the door,
through whose upper glazed half she

peered at the little man coining to-

ward them down the passage, flapping thread of song.a mere sensation or uneasiness, sne
watched Harry turn the ring over, assaw the street swarming and sunny,nd shuffling, and carrying, held be- All the while ' Flora was being

combed and laced and hooked hernirVfid out with streamers of red andiore him in both hands, a Bquare, deep if he were reluctant to- let it go out
of his hands. And then, looking at eyes were alertly on the dressingsauares of green, xne murmui or

her, she thought his glance was a lit-

tle uncertain. She thought he hesi

the voice sang, and a bare finger of
light fallowed it about from place to
place.- - The sweet, searching tenor
notes, the semblance of passion and
reality the gesticulating Frenchman

little box.

It was a worn, nondescript box that
lie set down before them, but the
Jealous way he had earned it had sug-.iBt- d

treasuro. and Flora leaned eag

table drawer that remained a little
open; and presently she caught hr-sel- f

vaguely speculating on how, after
she bad been fastened up and into her

traffic outside was faint to her ears
The murmur of the two voices talking
on inside the shop momently grew
fainter She looked, Jjwhlud her and

tated, and when he finally slid the

Instead of preparing a
hot meal, have some fruit;

Post
Toasties

' with cream;

A soft boiled egg;
'

Slice of crisp toast;

A cup of Postum.

Such a breakfast is pretty

sure to win you.

"The Memory Lingers"

Postum Cereal Co., Ltd.

Battle Creek. Mich. .

rlift over her finger. "I wouldn't wear

Point Too Frequently Overlooked,

if five thousand people restdo with
send away perhaps four times tto
amount that would be pId in wasas
by lho factors'.

little benefits are gained by the town. just Buoh methods. The merchant,

who does not see the possibilities, of
advertising properly done is a square
peg in a round hole and can offer no

good excuse for posing as a business
man. Store News.

It is the keeping of the earnings of the
laborers and others at home that
counts in making a" place wealthy.

Euucste Customers.

If local merchants would all follow

the example of the mail order houses
and educate their possible customers to

the fact that they have the Same

goods,' or better, at prices that
are as low or lower and guarantee
"satisfaction or refund," the mail order

houses would be driven out of busl-nos-

except in communities very
from sources of supply.

' Builds Dp All Business.
Money paid to wovkmen in a town

.ilnds its way through busines chan-

nels to those who will use it In furth-- r

upbuilding the place. Every enter-

prise that means the employment of

labor Is desirable for a town; but how
' much move important than to bring

new industries into a place is the mat-

ter of building up and protecting those
nlrendy established? A small fac

in a certain town at district, and these
people send away to some distant
piano $100 per day, it represent-- t a

loss that would not be offset by a tac-tor- y

located in the neighborhood that
would give employment to 40, hands.
Here is a point thttt is too often over-

looked by commercial and Vbooster"

clubs.' Efforts are made to secure fac-

tories for a pluco, and the fact is over-

looked that citizens who form the hab-

it of trading away from home daily

Postmaster-Genera- l Meyer is almost
as enthusiastic for the establishment
of the parcels post as are the Chicago
big mail-orde- r houses, which want to
get trade away from country and vil-

lage merchants.Newburgh (N. Y.)

News. ' ';!'
French proveib: A gunomus confes-

sion disarms slande"

- Malaria Is Rechristened.
Malaria, which has In the past been

attributed to poisonous gases from
swamps and decaying vegetation, has
now been officially laid at the door
of the mosquito and is called "mosqui

Lincoln's Wise Saying. ; ,
Homo-trader- s Bhould always bear In

mind the saying of President Lincoln;
"If "we buy a dress in London, we

have the dreb, the Londoners have
our money; if we buy a dress here, wiIt is within the power of the adver- -

to fever." The international sanitarytory may have ' payroll amounting

in 115 or $20 a day. If these 15 or of every retail store tocongress changed the name formally Using man
have both the dress and the money. "

I build up the business of "U liouso byand officially.' 420 are scat to a foreign city for goods


